"Uncle Jack's" best friend was Jack Nail, brother of Grace Nail, wife of James Weldon Johnson, author of God's Trombones and many seminal works including The Autobiography of an Ex-Colored Man, a novel, and not an "autobiography."
James Weldon Johnson died in 1938, the year I was born, in a traffic accident in Maine, while on vacation from Fisk University, Nashville, Tennessee, where he was "poet in residence." He remains a role model for me because of his motley career: lawyer, musician, librettist, anthologist, novelist, memoirist, diplomat, author of Black Manhattan?his favorite job:
reading to the cigar-makers in his native Florida. His appearances, sermons, and poetry readings across the Nation, and at the 11th hour on Sunday in
Black American
Churches, were one-of-a-kind. He was our everyman.
The Johnsons gave my grandmother, Alice Braxton Johnson, a rocking chair for a wedding present, which is still in the family. One should remember Louis "Pops" Armstrong's seminal tune by the same name: "Rocking Chair."
The wedding was in 1910 and the newspapers reported that Bert Williams, Art always celebrates the victory.
My father wrote his memoir as a family history and labor of love: it was a love story, a life-long affair with my mother, and written down. 
